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Ophe. I vras the mote deeeiued. 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry : why would’ft thou be a breeder of 
tinners? I am my felf indifferent honeft,butybt I could accufe me 
cffuch things,thatit were better my Mother had ftot borne meet 
I am very proud, reilengcfui, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then I haue thoghts toputthem tri.imaginationto giue th* 
{hape.or time to aft them in: what fhould fuch fellowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Heauen? we are arrant Kftaues, be- 
lieue none of vs. Go thy watestoa Nuhry, VVher’s your father? 

Ophe. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be {huevpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in's owne houfe, 
Farewell. • 

Ophe. O helpe him you fweet Heaucns. 
liamM thou dooft roary, lie giue thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chad as Ice, as pure as ihow, thou (halt not cfcapc 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry.farwcll. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemcn know well enough what monfiers 
you make of them : to aNunry go, and quickly to, farwelL 

Ophe. Hcauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hath 
giuen you one face, and you make your felues another, you gig 8e 
amble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures, and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance;-go to, lie no more on’c, it hath made me 
mad, I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofc that are married 
already, all but one {hall liue, the reft (hall keepc as they are : to a 
Nunrie goe. Exit. 

Ophe. O what a noble mind is here othrowne I 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers,eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’eape£lation,at)d Rofe of the faire ftatc, 

The glaffe of faihion, and the mould of forme, 

Th'obferu’d ofall oblcruers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moft deie<5l and wretched, 

That fuckt the hony of his Mufick vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft fouereigne reafon 
Like fweet bels tangled out of time, and harfh, 

That vnmarcht forme, and ftatureof blownc youth 
Biafted with extafic. O wo is me •» 

T * haue Icene what 1 haue fccne, fee what I fee. Exit. 

Ester 


Prince of Denmark. 

Enter King and Polo mu-* 

King. Loue : his affeiftions do not that way tend, 

Nor whac he fpakc, though it lackt forme a little, 
jl Was not like madnes; there’s fomething in his foule 

Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And Idoedoubt,thchatchand the difcolfe 
Will be fome danger; which for to preuenr, 
y {haue in qulik determination 

Thus fet downe : he {hall with fpeed to England , 

For the demand of our neglc&cd Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different. 

With variable obie&$ {hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
a puts him thus from faihion of himfelfe. 

What thinke yon on’t ? 

Pol.lt. (hall doe well. 

B utyet do I bclieue the origen Sc comencement of It 
Sprung from negle&ed loue : how now Ophelia? 
f You need not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 

. J We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qyeen-mother all alone intreat him 
To Ihow his gricfc,lether be round with him, 

And lie be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in theeare 
Ofall their conference: if {he find him not. 

To England fend him : or confine him inhere 
Your wifdome beft Ihall thinkc. 

King. Itlhall befo, 

Madnes in great ones muft not vnmatcht go. Exeunt . 

Enter Hamlet, and thee of the flayers. 

Ham. Speake the Ipecch I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue , but if you mouth it as many of our 
Players do, I had as hue the Town-crier fpoke my lines, nor doe 
m • not faw the aire too much with your hand thus, but vfe al gently, 
for in the very torrent temp«fl,& as I may fay ,w’njrl wind of your 
pafllon you muft acquire, and beget a tempernce,thac may giue it 
unoothneflcj O it offendstne to to tbefoule , toheare arobufti- 
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